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'Where's the women of the house ?'
Spake up the bold Latnkin.
'They're at the well washing,
And they'll not come in.'

*O, where is your master,
Is he not without ?'
'He's gone to Conception/
The false nurse cried out.

*O where is your mistress,
Is she not within ?'
'She's in her room sewing
With her windows barred in.'

'What'll we do,* says Lamkin,
'To make her come in ?'
Tierce the babe in the cradle,*
Says the false nurse to him.

So the Lamkin he pierced it,
And the false nurse she sung
Till the blood out of the cradle
And from each bar it run.

'O mistress, dear mistress,

How can you sleep so fast ?

Can't you hear your young Sir Johnson

Aery ing his last ?'

*O please my child, Orange,
O please him with the key.1
'He won't be pleased, lady
For all my nurses fee.'

*O please my child, Orange,
Please him with the wand.'
'He won't be pleased, my lady,
For all his father's land.'